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“CE VACHS LECT.” 


VISIONARY ENJOYMENT. 


The exiled patriot, who roams the immeasurable waste of Tehama, feels 
his bosom swell with transport, when he discovers a Green Island of Palms. 
Wearied by the uniformity of his way, he reclines upon the margin of some 
refreshing fountain; and, while visions of hope and remembrance alternate. 
ly occupy his feelings, he lingers amid the embowering gioom to indulge the 
lovely illusion. Such is the condition of man. Unsatisfied with the dull re- 
alities of life, unsatisfied with the deceptive phantom of promised pleasure, 
he occasionally abandons the fruitless pursuit, seeks the fairy land of imagi- 
nation, and there participates the most exquisite enjoyment. But these vis- 
ionary joys are little suited to afford pecuniary emolument, however highly 
we may have heard them extolled. They seem accommodated to a milder 
cime. ‘They are natives of Heaven, but commissioned to Farth to enliven 
our conception of future realities. Contemplated in this view the young En- 
thusiast is an enviable character. He can voyage the ocean of moonbeams, 
tread the heaving billows of the air, lie pillowed on the buoyant clouds, and 
bathe in the blue floed of the firmament. To such pleasures his mind is in- 
stinctively attunded. 


PARALLEL SIMILES. 


“As from the hollow rock bees stream abroad, 

And in succession endless seek the fields, 

Now clustering, and now'scattered far and near, 

In spring time among all the new-blown flowers, 

So they, a various-throne.” Cowper's Homrri 


/ “As bees 
'n spring time, when the sun with Taurus rides, 
Pour forth their. popnlotis youth about the hive 
in clusters ; they among fresh dews-and flowers 
Fiy to. and fro, or on the smoothed plank, 
The suburb of their straw-bnilt citadel, 
New-rubbed with balm, cxpatiase and confey 
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Their state affairs; so thick the airy crowd 
Swarmed and were straitened.” MILrTon, 


“As o’er some flowery field the busy bees 

Pour their deep music, pleasant melody 

To the tired traveller, under some old oak 

Stretched m the chequered shade ; or ag the sound 

Of many waters down the far-off s steep 

Dashed with loud uproar, rose the murmur round 

Of admiration.” SourTnry. 


DELICATE EMOTIONS. 

Thomson would induce us to imagine, that very delicate emotions originate 
mm rearing tender thoughts, and in teaching young ideas how to shoot; but 
will not every person who has experienced these inconemanteaiiie sen- 
sations, consider the following construction of these celebrated lines a con- 
siderable amendment ? 

Perplexing job! to regulate a schoo} 

To teacii stiff fingers how to steer a pen, 
To deal unheeded precepts tothe duil, 
To call the cuiprits to you, and to fix 


The dreaded w eapon on the glowing palm— 
Oh speak the joy ! 





ee ee 


Would not this s/¢ght alteration make the exclamation more just, more 
perspicuous, and more conformable to nature ? However, being no commen- 
tator, I shall not presume to allege— Xt frroculdubio stc Jamie Thomeon. 


TOMB OF WERTER. 

T have been reperusing the Sokrows or WERTER, which operate on my 
feelings most forcibly. A tale of woe enraptures me. But this little volume 
contains something beside its resistless pathos. It is the production of an 
original Genius ; abounds in nen and description ; and, were it not for 
the unhappy catastrophe, would perhaps be unexceptionable in the opinion 
of most men. The author however is no more culpable than all epic and 
tragic writers; especially as he narrates a well authenticated fact.—Would 
the following Inscription be inappropriate ? 

Here sleeps 2 youth, who loved and was beloved 
Impassicned sensib ility, a soul 

Alive to Nature’s loveliest line aments, 

Aspiring genius, cultured and refined, 

And all the dignity of conscious v irtue ; 

These harmonized in WERTER’s glowing breast. 
Endowments, Letters, Sensibilit y— 

Ensure thy Peace ¢ Dark Disappointment’s frown, 
Chat chills the noblest energies of man, 

Sunk the despairing Lover to the Tomb. 
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LONDON REVIEW OF MADOC. 


Yo admirers of the Epic Muse as well as to patrons of consum- 
mate genius, the following impartial o iticism will be peculiarly 
pre ifying. We have perused several Reviews of Mapoc with 1n- 
r pnation, accompanied with an emotion of prophetic enthusiasm ; 
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the former arose from the melancholy reflection, that preeminent 
talents are exposed to such illiberai, contemptible animadversion : 
the latter originated in a perfect assurance that the efforts of ma- 
lignant imbecility have but a temporary influence. The mist of 
prejudice may obscure the morning glories of genius ; but, dispers- 
ing the unsubstantial vapor, its meridian lustre glows “ in unap- 
proachable divinity.” V. 
FROM THE EUROPEAN MAGAZINE, 

Mapoc: 4 Poem,in Two Parts. By Robert Southey. 4to. 1865.* 

It has been very finely observed by Mr. Gibbon, in the Memoirs of his Life 
and Writings, that “in the estimate of honor we should learn to value the 
gifts of nature above those of fortune ; to esteem in our ancestors the quali- 
ties that best promote the interests of society ; and to pronounce the descen- 
dant of a King less truly noble than the offspring of a man of genius, whose 
writings will instruct or delight the latest posterity.”—‘*The nobility of the 
Spensers has been illustrated and enriched by the trophies of Marlborough ; 
but I exhort them to consider the /airy Queen as the most precious jewel 
ef their coronet.” 

When such a sentiment is delivered by a man who had no mean opinion of 
birth and rank, it is reasonable to acquiesce in the justice of it: and though. 
every rhimester and poetaster would gladly shelter himself behind such 4 
shield, and crown his labors with praise like this, yet it is only applicable to 
those who have realiy deserved «well of the Muses, and have successfully 
challenged the opinion of critics. 

Of this class is the author before us. Those who bear in mind the produc- 
tions of his younger age, will acknowledge that Mr. Southey’s name has long 
been dear to literature, and will see, in his poem Madoc, a better fruit than 
even those blossoms promised which his early genius displayed. Had he at 
ence exhibited that approximation to perfection which has sometimes preter- 
naturally appeared in the performances of youth, we should have looked witla 
less interest at his subsequent progress, and have feared, rather than have 
hoped, whenever his name had been announced in the literary world. Qn 
the contrary we now rejoice to see him governing and directing his imagina- 
tion with a skilful hand, pressing into his service all the circumstances with 
which his reading and observation have stored his mind, and combining witk 
the sublimest efforts of fancy an extensive knowledge of nature and the pas- 
sions. 

The subject which Mr. Southey has chosen for the display of his talents ia 
the present instance, is founded on a tradition of the discovery of America 

by Madoc, a Welsh Prince, towards the end of the twelfth century. Driven 
by the tyranny of his elder brother David from his natjye country, he had 
travelled westward “in search of some better rine a The land which 
he discovered pleased him; he left there part of his people and went back 


4 


to Wales for a fresh supply of adventurers with whom he again sct sail, and 


was heard ofno more. There is strong evidence that he reached America, 
and that his posterity exist there to this day on the Southern branches 91 the 
ie a ieee 








* An elegant edition of Mapoc, in 2 vols. @vo is now publishing in Num. 
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Missouri, ret ning their complexion, their language, and in some derres 
their arts. —A story of which so little and so much is known, cannot faj} ¢ 
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still SUD;eECct co the oppression Of AIs Drotner, wind receives him with a sort of 
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Gvervyi and some remains of his kindred. Ata banquet he relates his ad. ‘+ iS 


id it 

‘es, and the business of the poem 1s developed with great advantags gom 

and order. Whenever there is an opportunity for the display of domestic its Si 
Pipers 


feelin , Mr. Sout! ney h ered it Wilt 
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he possesses, and understands, and values them, ny y must those be whoare his } 


- 1 » <t 
1a hap yiness that shows how entirely guas 


the objects of them im real life! A great variety of characters is necessarily follo 


rodiced ir th xu ; PA win . 3: fer . 
troduced in the poem, and much skillis shown in drawing the dificrent 
features of them, but particularly in exhibiting a genera] character of a nas 


tion as that of the Americans, in which, however, each individual difera 
from the rest 
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fadoc is thr t _— C4) lan 26 weal! he hee £ tlhe 
Madoc is throughout the favorite of the reader, as well as the hero cf t 

- " . } > 5 rre + } . Beet wy ~ ve } f sry byiyt ie is 

poem, ne is great not by the littleness of those opposed to him, but bd iS 

intrinsic qualities ; and by giving to him enemies worthy of Fo an ad 


ditional lustre ts thrown upon his characier t is worthy of observation, 
with how much art Mr. Southey has contrived to excite our: shel Relils 4 of 
the individuels with whom Madoc has to contend, and such an abhorrence edt 
the ciuse in which they fight, that our interest and anxiety for his success 18 
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never inst. Ee is the champion of Merc y and Forgiveness ; he labours at 
. aes beeen careiheree + } ytecans;: and 
the LOO.TLTON Oi muUumMan Sa PislCCs, wi i} pr CcYV ail among t th e Ay recalls ’ pee 


having conquered them in battle, makes it the condition of peace. Thiseven 


display of ancient British manners. The second Part gives us his return to 
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tory is decided in favor of the hero of the pocm, and the Aytecans yield te 
him the territory he has won. 

The reader has here a brief and imperfect sketch of Madoc, by which we 
rather seek to excite his ; curiosity than pretend to gratify it ; for the inci- 
dents, though : all of them ten ding to the great end of the poem, are so numer- 
pus, that to attempta cet il of them so short as our limits would preseribe, 
would not be to do them justice. We can only say of the versification, that 
jt is generally in the best stile of blank verse, with a variety in it chat taal 
gom compassed but by lyrical measures ; and affords an additicnal proof, by 
its strengtn, and tenderness, and dignity, of the powers of the Enelis! i lane 
guage, W hen under the controul of a master who as genius to ould it to 
his purpose. The following lines include the speech of a blind cld man, @ 
‘slower of Madoc, to the Aytecans after the first battle :-& 


“ Cynetha then arose: between his son 
And me supperted, rose the blind old man. 
‘¢VYe wr os US, men of Aytlan! if ye deem 
We bid ye wrong the geds; accurst were he 
Who wouid obey such bidding,—more accurst 
The wretch who dared comm: ind impiety ! 
It is the wiil otf God that we make known, 
Your God and ours. Know ye uot Him who laid 
The deep toundations of the earth, and built 
The arch of heaven, and kindled yonder sun, 
And breath’d into the woods, and waves, and sky, 
The power of life ?” 

“We know Him !” they replied, 
“The creat For Ever One, the God of ‘gods, 
Tpainemoani. He by whom we live !” 
« And we too,” quoth Ay ayaca ; ‘‘we know 
And worship the Great Spirit, who in clouds 
And storms, in mountain caves, and by the fali 
Oi waters, in the woodland solitude, 
And in tie night and silence of the sky, 
Doth make his being felt. We also know, 
And fear, ai.d worship the Beloved One.” 
“ Our God,” replied Cynetha, “is the same, 
he Universal Father. He to the first 
ade hi will known; but when men multiplied, 
‘he Evil Spirits darken’d them, and sin 
And misery came into the world, and men 
Forsook the way of truth, and gave to stocks 
And stones the incommunicable name. 
Yet with one chosen, one peculiar race, 
The knowledge of their Father and their God 
Remain’d, from sire ‘to son transmitted aout, 
While the bewilder’d nations of the earth 
W ander’d in fogs, and were in darkness lost, 
‘The light ab ode with them ; and when at times 
They sinn’d and went astray, the Lord hath put 


~ 


aa 


? 
A voice into the Aivethes of holy me: 
Raising up witnesses unto himself, 


That so the saving knowledge of his name 

Might never fail; nor the giad promise, given 

‘lo our first parent, that at - length his sons 

from error, sin, and Wretchedness redeem’d, 

should form one happy family of love ; 

xv ever hath that ight, howe’er bedimm’ 
i 
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His very nature’s stamp and privilege, 

Yea of his life the life. I tell ye not, 

O Aytecas : of things unknown before; 

I do but waken up that living sense 

That sieeps within ye ! Do ye love the gods 
Who call for blood’ Doth the poor sacrifice 
Go with a willing step to lay his life 

Upon their altars ?—Good must come of good, 
Evil of evil: if the fruit be death, 

The poison springeth from the sap and root, 
And the whole tree is deadly ; if the rites 

Be evil, they who claim them are not good, 
Not tobe worshipp’d then; for to obey 

The evil will isevil. Aytecas! 

From the For Ever, the Beloved One, 

The Universal Only God, I speak, 

Your God and mine, our Father and our Jud 
Hear ye his law—Hear ye the perfect law 
Of love—Do ye to others as ye would 

That they should do to you.—He bids us meet 
To praise his name in thankfulness and joy ; 
Ge bids us, in our sorrow, pray to him, 

The Comforter ; love him, for he is good ! 
Fear him, for he is just ! obey his will, 

For who can bear his anger /” 


ce 
=~ 


It would be unjust to withhold from our readers the following description 
ef a storm :— 





“As he spake I saw 

The clouds hang thick and heavy o’er the deep ! 
And heavily upon the long slow swell 

The vessel labour’d on the labouring sea ; 

The reef-points rattled on the shivering sail ; 
At fits the sudden gust howl’d ominous, 

Anon, with unremitting fury rag’d ; 

High roll’d the mighty billows, and the blast 
Swept from their sheeted sides the showery foam !” 


The descriptive effect of the last line equals any thing we ever remember 
to have read ; it is not surpassed even by the wonderful sound of Homer's 
kuma fioluspizlozsboio tialases. 

We are happy to find that Mr. Southey has been for some time employe¢ 
in writing a History of Portugal; his great attention to every thing in that 
country when he visited it gives us every reason to hope that he will show 
himself as faithful a votary to the historic as to the epic Muse ; and thus we 
shall have cause to rank him as highly for his discrimination and perseverence 
in the search after truth, as we already do for his fancy and freedom in the 
inventive and ornamental flights of poesy. When this shall be accomplished, 
he will have founded a name which in present and in future times will be 
looked up to with reverence ; and those who may be connected with him }) 
blood or descent may exclaim with a laudible pride—this man is my relation, 
this favorite of the Muses was my ancestor ! 


at I FE OSG i 


A Batchelor, being in company a short time ago, with some married mc? 
was asked, why he did not take a wife ? To which he replied, he had taxeu 
many, but that the Ausdands made such a confounded grumbling, he was unt- 
der the necessity of leaving 2i off. — 

Count Mahony being once asked by the Pope, if he understood #7re7ce : 


Yes, please your Holiness, said the honest Hibermian, if it be spokenin 474°” 
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ME. POOL, 

Those of your readers by whom the 
screnity of domestic happiness ie du- 
ly estimated, will, while fierusing 
the following, sympathize with the 
author and OPHELIA. 


TO THE PENATES. 

Tho’ from your rites 

Fstreng d, and exil’d from your altars 
long, 

Ihave not ceas’d to love you, Household 
Gods ! 

inmany a long ané melancholy hour 

Of solitude and sorrow, has my heart 

With earnest longings prayed to rest 





at length 

Reside your hallowed hearth, for Peace 
is there ! 

Yes, Ihave loved you long. fF call on 
you 

Yourselves to witness with what holy 
joy, 

Shunning the polished mob of human 
kind, 


I have retired to watch your lonely fires 

And commune with myself. Deligntful 
hours ! 

That gave mysterious pleasure, made 
me know 

All the recesses of my wayward heart, 

Taught me to cherish with devoutest 
care 

Its strange unworldly feeiings, taught 
me tco 

The best of lessons—to respect myself! 

Nor have I ever ceased to reverence 
you, 

Domestic Deities! from the first dawn 

Of reason, even to this better day. 

When first, 

A little one, I left my father’shome, 

I can remember the first grief J felt, 

And the first painful smile that clothed 
my front 

With feelings not its own: sadly at night 

Isat me down beside a stranger’s 
hearth ; 

And when the lingering hour of rest 
was come, 

First wet with tears my pillow. As] 
grew 

In years and knowledge, and the course 
of Time 

Developed the young feelings of my 
heart, 

When most I loved in solitude to rove 


POETRY. 


— 


Darkened old Avon’s stream, in the 
ivied cave 

Recluse to sit and brood the futuresong, 

Yet not the less, Penates, loved I thee 

Your altars, not the less, at evening 
hour 

Delighted by the well-trimm’d fire te 
sit, 

Absorbed in many a dear deceitful 
dream 

Of visionary joys: deceitful dreams— 

Not wholly vain—for, painting purest 
joys, 

They form’d to Fancy’s mould her vo- 
tary’s heart. 


Penates ! to your shrine I come for rest, 

There only to be found. Often at eve, 

Amid my wanderings I have seen far off 

The lonely light that spake of comfort 
there ; 

It told my heart of many a joy of home, 

And my poor heart was sad. WhenI 
have gaz’d 

From some high eminence on goodly 
vales 

And cots and villages embower’d below, 

The thought would -rise that all to me 
was strange 

Amid the scene so fair, nor one small 
spot 

Where my tir’d mind might rest and 
call it home. 

There is a magic m™ that little word ; 

It is a mystic circle that surrounds 

Comforts and Virtues never known be- 
yond 

The hallow’d limit. Often has my heart 

Ached for that quiet haven : 

SOUTHEY. 





TO HOPE. 


ANON. 
Ah, woe is me! from day to day 
I drag a life of pain and sorrow: 
Yet still, sweet Hope, I hear thee say, 
‘Be calm, thine ills will end to-morrow.’ 


The morrow comes, but brings to me 
No charm, disease or grief relieving * 
And I am ever doom’d to see, 

Sweet Hope, thy promises deceiving ! 


Yet false and crue! as thou art, 
Thy dear deluson will I cherish ; 





Amid the woodland gloom; or where|I cannot, dare not, with thee part, 
the rocks 


/Since J, alas! with ‘ce must perish 
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SKET CHES OF NEWS. 


There is a prospect of a general Peace in Europe. Prel liminar ies of peace 
between Great Britain and Spain are said to have been signed at Madrid oy 
the 4th of a | 

it is RRpor te ithat the preliminaries of a general peace were signed at 
Paris on the 3st of July 

The fortress of Gaeta surren: 
garrison are prisoners of wa 
jn eighteen months. 

At Cadiz, on the 15th of Aug. it was reported that the French troops in 
Naples had made an zttempt against Sicily, and been deieated with great 
loss. 

It is stated that Miranda had landed at Coro; that a party. of his mee 
had been ehracked * the Spaniards and i uurteen killed ; and that finding the 
Spanish force bv far excee: sath his, he d re-emb irked ie tYe imtention of 
seeking some more advantag place e to establish his head quarters. 
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o the nench on the 18th of July. The 
l 1 permission to march cf, but not to serve 


— 
. 
we 


IARRIED, 

At Ipswich, Mr. William Brown, of Newburyport, to Miss Mary Plummer, 
At Byficid, Mr. Joseph Hale, mer. of this town, to Miss Eunice Chute. iy 
this town, Mr. Theodore Morgan, to Miss A! igatl Manning. Mr. Andree 
Archer, to Miss Abigail Browne. : 
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TO READERS AND CORRISPONDENTS. 
We do not think the memory of WasHINGTON would be much honored by 


7 


the effusion of “1. 7. S.”’ 


“Regules” may perhaps be a wit, but he certainly 's not a poet. We wi 
howey cr gratily | him SO far a. to v1) Y ra specim “nh O1 ili is fi Mingen Re perio! Me 
ance :— 


v4 A 


*¢ Fiounces tlie gowns of our tsen.e: to the ground, 


7: , a a Pa ee A 
‘’Tis now fashion—’tis mode—a la genus gods 


5 
* And nay poises the hiir, as a comet would stare, 
6? Midst frizetis, curl’d gauzes, and spanglous glare.” 


Were we to publish the jingling rhimes siened “.4ttraciion,” we are con¢ 
fident we should not atiract any thing better than the « mntempt of our pat- 
rons. 


“Gravity” has free liberty to withdraw his communication. 
SLI LLL S hO 
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Extracts from Dr. Priestley’s Catechism: for the use of Schools. 
SIXTH SALEM EDITION. 


For Sale at the Visit: 


nt Ofice—/Price 6 cents. 
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